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	1. Chapter 1

**Welcome to this story! This story is a traduction. The original story is called "Sobre la Verdadera Historial del Niño que Vivió" and it's written in Spanish by NorixBlack.**

**Hope you enjoy it as much as I did.**

**CHAPTER 1**

The room was dark, the sun had been set for a while and through the windows, which were fogged up by the contrast of temperature, nothing could be seen. From time to time, some shy snowflake would reach the windowsill, melting quickly.

Harry Potter was lying in one of the large armchairs of the room with an arm over his eyes and the other resting on his stomach. He wasn't feeling well, but the cold and elegant colours of the place helped him relax. The same effect had on him the two blondes that were looking at him with empathy.

"Come on Harry, you know there isn't much time left… you can't give up" the girl said, touching gently his shoulder.

"I hate the mudblood, I hate Weasley, I hate having to be in Gryffindor, I hate having to pretend I hate you!" the green-eyed boy had suddenly stood up, making both Pansy Parkinson and Draco Malfoy step back.

Harry still remembered that fateful day when he had had to learn how to pretend, when he had to start being someone he wasn't. Because Harry Potter had never defeated the Dark Lord, because Harry Potter wasn't a hero, because Harry Potter wasn't the person everybody thought he was. It was true he had survived the killing curse, something no one had ever achieved, but it hadn't been sent back towards Voldemort as he had made sure to spread, but the curse had simply been absorbed by Harry's body, leaving as the only mark the famous lightning scar.

Lord Voldemort realised that he couldn't kill the boy and far from become furious, he changed his plans. He would adopt the Potter baby and train him as a Death Eater, as the best of all of them, and if the boy resulted to be worthy, he would make him, in a future, his right hand man.

And so, he left the baby in the ruins, making sure he was safe, and disappeared to make a visit to the Dursley, the only family of the boy, to curse them with the Imperious. He would make the wizarding world believe that Harry Potter, after destroying him, had been left with his despicable relatives living as a common muggle. But the teen didn't live with them, he barely knew them. He, not only Voldemort's right hand man but future Lord too, was boarded in a dark arts academy founded by Voldemort himself, where all the purebloods of the country and part of the continent attended school to train and, in a not too far away day, become Death Eaters.

Harry would be the first half-blood to be in the academy. Half-blood, as its founder.

Boys and girls lived together in Riddle manor during their first eleven years before going to Hogwarts. There they learnt since they were three to put up with any kind of pain, physical pain as well as mental, to face any fear, to spend time with no company other than themselves and the dark, to assume death as something normal, to kill without regrets. It was at the age of four when they started the real training: the learnt dark arts, transfiguration, potions, astronomy… When they were nine they learnt the unforgivables and when they were ten, occlumency and legilimency.

They went to Hogwarts totally prepared.

Harry had found there his best friends: Draco Malfoy, Pansy Parkinson, Blaise Zabini and Theodore Nott. The five of the formed the group of _The Invencibles, _outstanding students since forever, that became the most strong and wisest of the entire dark order. They were so good that they hadn't wanted to be marked because they didn't consider themselves Death Eaters, they were superior.

Most part of the attacks that happened during the holidays were caused by them for it was the only moment when the could leave the school . Nobody knew who was part of the group, but it was sure that the moment one invencible appeared, the others wouldn't take long, and that only meant one thing: death. Their name was as feared as Voldemort's and nobody dared say it in fear of appearance of one of them.

Lord Voldemort, in appreciation for it, had agreed on not marking the teens who were now 17. They had served him well, it wasn't advisable to oppose to them.

**FLASH BACK**

"_Harry Potter, go to the office of the Dark Lord immediately." An amplified voice said_

_The eleven years old kid separated from his friends and headed off to the office, a bit insecure, asking himself what he had done this time. He was used to bear the pain, the cruciatus didn't have any effect on him. Voldemort had made sure of it, teaching him with patience, discipline and, why deny it, care. Remembering this, he knocked firmly the door._

"_Harry, please sit down. As you already know, this year you will enter Hogwarts, and I need you to become my personal spy. I believe Dumbledore suspects of Severus… and he is not wrong" the wizard finished with an evil smile._

_Harry watched carefully the man. His black hair fell gracefully onto a pair of incredible dark green eyes, his lips showed a mocking… he didn't look more than 25 years, having about 70._

_He didn't understand how he could help him, so he raised an eyebrow in a Malfoyish style to show that he didn't have all the time in the world, which was true, he had to hand over McNair an assignment about acromantulas that he hadn't even started yet._

_Voldemort smiled pleased with the expression his favourite student had just made._

"_You will go to Gryffindor" he sentenced_

"_WHAT? You can't do this to me Tom!" Anybody else would have been punished for pronouncing his true name, but not Harry Potter "You know that through my veins runs Slytherin blood"_

_Voldemort smiled again, he had done a great job with the boy, he couldn't have chosen a better partner. The boy didn't fear him, he acted according to his beliefs not caring about the consequences, he was powerful, intelligent, loyal, he was….unique - yes, that was the word._

"_You will go to Gryffindor, befriend your classmates and make Dumbledore believe that you are as innocent and light as they all think._

_Harry couldn't suppress a face, half disdain, half opposition."I won't do it"_

"_You will Harry, until you are 17 and since Sirius is in Azkaban, I'm your tutor" his godfather's name echoed in his ears. Remus Lupin, his dark arts teacher had told him about Sirius an Wormtail's betrayal. _

_During the war, his parents had chosen to be neutral, but after knowing that Voldemort was after their son, they hid. Their friends Remus Lupin, Sirius Black and Peter Pettigrew, even though they were loyal followers of Voldemort had decided not to tell him the Potter's whereabouts. Their friendship went first._

_But Pettigrew betrayed them, and the idiot of Dumbledore said that it had been Sirius fault. Not even Voldemort, through all his contacts could prevent Sirius from going to Azkaban._

_Harry hated Dumbledore, a hate that should have been directed to his parent's assassin. But curiously, Harry didn't have the sightless resentment to Voldemort, who having the opportunity to choose between leaving him in the ruins or picking him up, had chosen the second option, offering him the family he had just taken from him._

**END OF FLASHBACK**

Harry had fulfilled his mission perfectly. He got to infiltrate the enemies, to be friends with all his stupid housemates and to become very close of a mudblood know-it-all and a blood-traitor Weasley. He faked hate towards his best friend and the dark arts that he loved so much and pretended admiration towards dumbledore, his biggest enemy.

First year they had almost got the Philosopher's Stone, but Voldemort, already immortal and with more gold than he could spend in two lifes, prefered to represent a little act that would lead the old alchemy object to its destruction, so nobody could use it again.

The second year had been interesting. Tom proposed him an exam in a riddle shape...interactive. He had to find what was petrifying the students, a thing that didn't cost him too much because he already know the story of the Chamber of Secrets, find where it was and how had Voldemort, who hadn't moved from the manor, opened it. Finally he had to defeat the basilisk.

The third year was the marauder year. He recovered the famous map, Sirius escaped becoming a legend and re-entering Voldemort's ranks enthusiastically and Remus was de DADA teacher, which made him laugh every time he saw him.

During the fourth year, after the Triwizard Tournament Voldemort had decided to come back and harry had killed Diggory

In fifth year it was represented the death of his godfather with the help of the recently escaped Death Eaters and later Dumbledore had told him the prophecy. Or his version of it.

Harry had to use all his cold blood not to burst in dark loud laughs while the headmaster with a serious and guilty face was narrating it.

It was true that he was the chosen one, the only one with the power to defeat the Dark Lord. But he was also the one that, if that was his decision, would be able to create a new world of darkness. Dumbledore, knowing the importance of the situation, manipulated the story so the two wizards had to face each other in a duel to death, from which, if there was luck, nobody would survive.

During the sixth year they had two important news: the invencibles had been able to become animagus (harry's form was a powerful jaguar) and Ginevra Weasley had changed ranks, finding that the Death Eaters weren't as Dumbledore put them. It was true that you had to obey, a thing that the invencibles didn't care much about, that it was hard… but the last weasley didn't give up and showed to Voldemort all the dark she had in her when she killed for the first time in Devon's attack the secretary of the minister of magic. As a reward, she was told the best kept secret in the wizarding world: the true identity of Harry James Potter, leader of the invencibles. Wishing to be part of the select group she did everything she could to enter, achieving her goal in the beginning of the following year.

She found that Pansy wasn't stupid and superficial, but an intelligent and sympathetic girl that helped her adapt to the new life conditions. She learnt to distinguish the true smiles of Draco among all the arrogant ones and realised that the young Malfoy was very nice and attentive with the ones he cared about. Blase was the funny one, the hyperactive, the one who didn't stop for a second and Theo was quiet and mysterious, a combination that the redhead loved.

Little by little, she fell in love with him and the feeling was returned, but she was afraid of confessing it to the others because she didn't know if in the dark side it was permitted to love. She was surprised when everyone accepted their relationship. Even Voldemort gave the his approbation.

Now they were in the half of their seventh and last year of Hogwarts and Harry could be found in the Slytherin common room. the students weren't surprised to see him there because every one of them had been in the academy and knew the true story of Harry Potter.

"Come on, Harry, just some more months…" Draco was trying to cheer him up.

"And then what? I will have to be an auror and, damn it! This life is shit! The first thing I will do when my identity is revealed will be kill the old man, the mudblood and the weasel.

"_Serpent's nest" _the secret door to the common room had just opened showing Blaise and Ginny, who were taking off the invisibility cloak.

"I believe I have already told you that it will be me who kills my dear brother, harry" Said Ginny with a smile.

"It's ok that I have to live with them, but why the hell do they have to get into my life? The mudblood doesn't stop telling me that I have to find myself a girlfriend, that I need to let the tension loose. What I really need is humiliate her, torture her, destroy her!" Harry said furiously.

The rest laughed and Draco hugged him to try to calm him down.

"You know you can come here whenever you want" Draco whispered in his ear. he winked and after wishing goodnight to the redhead, disappeared through the boy's dormitory door

"Come on, mate it will be better if you go or the mudblood will call the headmaster because Voldemort has kidnapped you" Blaise saw them off.

Harry and Ginny threw the invisibility cloak over them and went out of the common room.


	2. Chapter 2

**This story is a traduction. The original story is called "Sobre la Verdadera Historial del Niño que Vivió" and it's written in Spanish by NorixBlack.**

**CHAPTER 2**

When they reached the common room Ron and Hermione were waiting for them, worried.

"Harry! Thank god you are ok… Where were you?"

"hmmm… in the Room of Requirement, you know, thinking…"

"Yes of course, no problem. The thing is, you had the map with you and we thought that something might have happened to you" Hermione said sweetly.

Every day was the same. Harry had to control himself when the redhead or the girl talked to him faking sympathy. But he read in their eyes that they only wanted him for his fame, and above all because he was the only one with power to vanquish Lord Voldemort.

The next day, he woke up early, in hopes of not seeing them until the first lesson, but his wish didn't come true and his two 'friends' were already waiting for him. He looked towards Ginny, who smiled at the scene and gave her a look that said 'you get me out of here or I won't talk to you', but the girl ignored him.

Ron, misleading the look said "Ok Harry, now I know what you two were doing alone in that room yesterday…"

"What the hell are you saying, we are just friends!" Harry answered grumpy, if this kind of rumours started, Nott would kill him for sure.

"Oh, ok, I'm sorry"

_You will be sorry when you find who I really am, Weasley_

In the hall they found Malfoy and his gang. No longer there were those sweet smiles and warm looks in the Slytherins, but now their faces were masks of indifference and coldness.

"Well, well, well, Potty, so now you can't go to breakfast alone?"

"Die Malfoy" The Gryffindor answered with hate, a hate that his blond friend knew wasn't directed to him.

"Be careful, split-face, protect your friends, my Lord is looking forward to… visiting them."

_And he thinks he is special for that? _Potter thought, smiling inside. "Tell Voldemort that I'm waiting for him"

Malfoy faked a shiver

"What's the matter ferret? You are afraid of your master's name?" That was Hermione

"Rot yourself, mudblood know-it-all, or I'll make sure you finish worse than the animagus" Ron and Hermione looked to Harry, who didn't usually took very good his godfather's references, but Harry was too busy trying not to laugh because of what Draco had said to worry about pretending.

In the great hall McGonagall asked for silence. "I just wanted to inform you that the lists for the ones who are staying during the Christmas holidays are already on your common rooms."

The students started to whisper about their plans for the holidays.

"I'm going to France with my parents" Said Hermione.

"And we are going to Romania to visit Charlie" Ron replied.

"Hmmm… Ron, I'm not going. I'm going with harry to Switzerland to do ski"

Ron and Hermione froze on their spots. They weren't prepared for that.

Harry enjoyed the stupid faces of his two 'friends'.

"Well guys, I better go because I have to talk to Lupin about the last assignment he sent us."

The lycanthrope had come back as the DADA teacher in his last year, which made things easier for Harry to be aware of the new plans, due that the only way he had to do it was talk to Snape in private, saying that he was grounded all year, which would be very suspicious even for him.

"I'm going with you then" Hermione.

Harry threw a quick glance to Ginny, imperceptible to the other two.

"Hmm.. Herm, could you help me with the potion's homework? I don't have the sightless idea about it."

"I'll help you, sister!"

"Don't bother Ron, even a troll knows more about potions than you!"

Weasley turned as red as his hair but the girl achieved her goal, making Granger leave free way for the green-eyed boy.

Harry entered the office of his professor still muttering because of what had happened with Hermione-I'm-not-going-to-separate-from-Potter-just-in-case-he-is-attacked Granger. Malfoy was already there.

"I'm sorry Remus, I had a little problem."

"Don't worry. As I was telling Draco, this Christmas you will have an especial mission" The two teenagers smiled evilly. "Voldemort wants to reward you for all this years…" Only the lowest ranked Death Eaters feared saying their master's name, as if they were some filthy mudblood, but not Remus Lupin. great ally of the dark ranks "and because of that he gives you the privilege of kidnapping and later killing Cornelius Fudge. This attack's goal is to spread panic for which you will have to wait some days before the body is found. Here you have a folder with the timetable, hobbies and other activities of the minister. Don't fail."

Draco raised an eyebrow. "Have we ever failed?"

Lupin smiled, he had said it as a formality, he knew perfectly that the invencibles didn't fail, thereby their name. "Oh Harry, Sirius says hi"

The brunette smiled "Tell him I'll see him soon"

Harry and Draco went out of the room and into the corridor, which was empty.

"Oh, the baby misses the puppy" joked Malfoy

"Shut up _Drake,_" Harry called him that since they were little, when they played to explore the manor and used nicknames not to be found.

Draco smiled while he dodged the affectionate hit that his friend was sending to him, that in that moment threatened him with the folder Lupin had given them.

"You better keep this, just in case the weasel finds it"

While he was going to his common room, he crossed paths with Snape.

"I expect a perfect work, mister Potter" he said coldly.

Harry catched the indirect. His professor clearly was aware of his extracurricular duties.

"Don't doubt it, sir"

The days went by and Christmas was quickly approaching The students run carefree in the hallways celebrating the last day of lessons, but not Harry Potter.

The brunette spent the nights planning the last detail of the mission. It would be the perfect kidnapping and with that he would demonstrate Voldemort that he was prepared to rule with him. Tom had promised him that when he finished the year, he could show himself to the wizarding world as a new Dark Lord, if that was his wish.

Of course that was his wish! He had been wishing the same since he was able to think.

The next day Harry prepared a portkey to the manor, while Zabini and Malfoy did the same in their common room: as always, they would arrive separated.

Potter and the little Weasley arrived in the hall of the manor. The place was decorated with an exquisite taste: the floor was black marble and the ceiling was enchanted with the same charm as the one in the great hall in Hogwarts. From the walls hung different tapestries with pictures or coat of arms from several families. Harry recognised the Black and the Malfoy ones, surrounding a graffiti of the Dark Mark.

He remembered with nostalgia the day they had done it, with indelible paint. They were thirteen and the future invencibles were in a rebel period. To get revenge of Voldemort, who had grounded them, they decided to 'redecorate' the hall.

When Voldemort saw it he got furious and the teens had received a good round of cruciatus and other painful curses.

Even though, Harry didn't regret it, the drawing was incredible, both because the colours and its perfect symmetry.

"The courses still hurt" Harry turned and found Pansy, she too was watching the graffiti.

He smiled to his friend, they were welcomed them. "Hi guys, how was the trip? He asked smiling.

The rest of the students started to arrive. The smallest kids approached curious to see the oldest come back. They greeted them enthusiastic with hopes that they would tell them something about Hogwarts.

"Well, come on, leave your things in your room and go to 'the basilisk's office' as soon as possible" the man said, distancing from them to help two girls with their luggage.

"So Voldemort wants to see us: I wouldn't have imagined that." Theo said with cynicism.

"He will want to see if we have already prepared the Fudge thing" Harry replied indifferent

"But who does he think we are? Six year old beginners?"

"uhhh… Malfoy pride hurt?" Ginny mocked.

"Exactly Weasley" the blond answered while he carried his friend in his back preventing her from moving.

"Draco put me down! Put me down I've told you!"

"Afraid of heights, Ginny?" he asked, ignoring the redhead's request.

In the meantime they had passed their room, leaving their thing without caring the way everything was placed and now they were going to the Lord's office.

They knocked the door and waited patiently. Finally the door opened itself showing a luxurious room.

A man was writing in the desk.

The teens entered slowly, they were brave but not stupid and knew that you shouldn't play with Voldemort.

"I'm happy to see you again. everything well in the school?" the man had already raised his head from the parchment and was staring at them, one by one.

Five teenagers nodded at the same time, while a sixth one shooked his head.

"You can sit down. I think you have enough category so as to not having to talk to me standing." Voldemort said, with a small smile on his lips. "Well, I suppose you already know that the situation we are facing is delicate. I don't want mistakes, that's why the mission is yours. If everything goes according to plan, we will make the Order of the Phoenix panic and Dumbledore will probably make some stupid mistake, from which we will, of course, take advantage of. Do you have everything ready?"

This time, Harry nodded too.

"Perfect. I did not expect any less. When will it happen?"

"In two days."

"Ok guys, you can leave. You have the day free: relax, rest, kill some muggle… whatever you want."

Once again five teenagers stood up in silence while a sith didn't move from his seat with his gaze fixed in the man before him. Emerald against jade, young against old, Harry Potter against Tom Riddle.

The five left their friend talking with their Lord while they were talking about what to do in the afternoon.

"So… What's up Harry?"


	3. Chapter 3

**This story is a traduction. The original story is called "Sobre la Verdadera Historial del Niño que Vivió" and it's written in Spanish by NorixBlack.**

**Hope you enjoy it!**

"_So… What's up Harry?_

**CHAPTER 3**

"Don't talk to me as if I were stupid! I'm not one of your Death Eaters." harry replied angrily.

"I notice you are a bit disturbed"

"How could I not be! I've been pretending for seven years. Do you have any idea of what that means? Wake up and know that you will have to spend your day surrounded by inepts? That the only way you have to talk with your friends is insulting them? That you have to make an old man believe that you are sad about the death of a godfather that is actually alive? that you care about all those deaths when you are one of the main causes they happen? But no… The great Lord Voldemort only gives orders, without caring for anyone"

"Have you finished?"

"Yes"

"Do you feel better?"

"Go to hell" that was Harry's only answer "You know what? You are starting to act as Dumbl…"

"DON'T YOU DARE COMPARING ME WITH THAT, HARRY JAMES POTTER!" the adult said, standing up and taking out his wand.

"SO TAKE ME OUT OF THAT SCHOOL RIGHT NOW!" the other replied, taking out his wand too.

"Are you threatening me, youngster?"

"Last time I didn't came off badly, remember? And don't call me youngster"

Voldemort smiled: How could he forget it. His future partner had beaten him in their last duel with wands, curiously on the boy's birthday.

He put his wand down, he liked his office too much so as to start a duel there and while he could fight with Harry in a minds duel, the boy was too agitated to have any chances and he didn't want to humiliate him.

"Do yourself a favor , go outside and break something, and when you are calmed you come back, ok?"

"Your fucking mother Tom, your fucking mother is going out of here! what do you think, that living seventeen years with you hasn't served me to get to know you? I know perfectly well that if I go out of here you aren't letting me here again until summer."

"Harry, understand me, I want you to finish Hogwarts" Voldemort asked himself if in his youth he had also been as rude as the boy he had in front of him.

"What for? When I finish I'm not going to a beautiful office in the ministry, when I finish I am becoming your official partner and as far as I know, to be a Dark Lord you don't need the title of graduated." Harry was calming minute by minute. He still surprised himself about the capacity of Riddle to calm him.

"_Do you mind stop fighting?"_

"_Hi Nagini" said the two wizards at the same time, forgetting their fight._

"_Hi Harry, I'm happy you are back. But that doesn't give you the right to wake me up" _the snake hissed, suddenly furious.

Potter smiled, he loved the snake.

"_My Lord, the Lestranges have just arrived" _The reptile informed him. The first minutes of the conversations between the snake and her master used to be in an educated tone, then things changed.

"_Tell them I await them here in ten minutes"_

Nagini inclined her head

"_I still do not get how you treat him so well after all this years" _Harry told the snake

"_There still exist respectful people in the world, Harry. You should learn something about her" _The dark Lord answered, not bothering in changing languages.

Meanwhile the snake had disappeared silently, the same way she had arrived.

"_The day you have mercy" _the boy replied while he was leaving the room.

"Where are you going?" Voldemort asked before the boy had closed the door.

"To see Sirius" Harry murmured more to himself than to Voldemort. Tom heard him even though the boy was already far and the door closed. He smiled to himself and looked again to the parchment he had on the desk.

Harry went through the hallways of the manor in a trance, ignoring the greetings of his mates and the proposals he was made to join them in their games. His feet carried him from one place to another, going through rooms and hallways until he stopped in front of a black wood door. He entered without knocking and went into a small room with several armchairs and a lit fireplace, even though the room was painted in dark colours, it gave off a warm atmosphere that invited you to sit down and relax.

"HARRY!"

The aforesaid turned back, grinning from ear to ear. His godfather was there, as splendid as always, the black hair fell onto his eyes with elegance, he wore a navy blue robe that showed off his pale skin. In his hands he had some books, but after seeing Harry, he dropped them off nonchalantly,

"Hel…" Harry couldn't finish the sentence because the man had enveloped him in a hug..

"You don't know how much I've missed you, and the bastard of Voldemort doesn't let me leave the fields of the manor because of the even more idiot of Dumbledore." Harry laughed about his godfather's joke. " You don't know how I'm looking forward to the year to be over to,... _resurrect, _I'm sure the old guy was happy about my _death…"_

"I wouldn't be surprised" Potter changed the topic "Have you heard about our mission? Now I will be able to get revenge in Fudge for not believing me when I told him that Voldemort had came back. Even if technically he was right…"

"Yes, it's fantastic, when you have captured him you have to tell me, I also have to talk to him about a thing called 'dementor's kiss'" finished the animagus with an evil smirk.

They went out to the forest that surrounded the headquarters of the dark order, talking about insignificant things and laughing about stupidities, trying to make up for the lost time in which that had not seen each other.

A young jaguar was persecuted by an enormous black dog that barked funnily. they run between children and adults, happy to be together again, A falcon flew over the dog while the feline tried to capture him with his jaw. The bird landed and approached the even more imposing dog.

"Professor Black" Sirius teched transfiguration in the Death Eater's academy.

"Tell me, Miss Parkinson, No, don't tell me anything, the imbecile of Crabbe again, isn't it?"

Pansy, that had already transfigured into her human body, and in that moment was smoothing the wrinkles of his robe, nodded.

"He has turned Goyle into something like a bug with wings and Millicent and him don't know how to turn him back to normal and as they have told me that you should be supervising the study class…"

"Oh shit! I forgot it, I'm sorry Harry, I have to go. See you later.

Potter clicked his tongue, disappointed, watching the man running.

"Pansy! Harry!"Another voice shouted.

The aforesaid turned. Blaise was walking towards them dressing with a quidditch robe and three brooms in his hands.

"Hurry up, Flint, Montague and Warrington are back and have just challenged us to a match. Of course we have accepted. They are going to learn who we are" he explained at the same time he gave the brooms to his friends

Harry changed his face. Humiliate the oldest in quidditch, the afternoon seemed promising.

When they reached one of the playfields Harry saw how Draco, Theo and Ginny were confronting an army of man that tried to make them afraid.

"Have we came to play or to talk, because I have better things to do than argue with orangutans, you know?" busted in the golden boy

"Well, well, well, the kindergarten all together" Marcus Flint mocked, ex captain of quidditch in Hogwarts and actual Death Eater.

"Talking about kids… I've heard that the other day you attacked Salem and that some thirteen year old witches defeated you. How is that possible?" replied Malfoy unaltered.

The ex students blushed, knowing they had lost that fight before even starting.

"Let's play" said Derrick with a tensed voice

Fourteen young people lifted in the air and the match started. Potter as always was the seeker, both girls and malfoy played as chasers, zabini was by the goal posts and Nott and Avery occupied the last two spots, the beaters.

The match started with an incredible brutality, Bole sent Theo the two bludgers at the same time, incapacitating him from dodging the second ball, that hit him in the chest leaving him without breath for some seconds. The young man, that rarely got angry but when he did it was an spectacle, put out his wand from his robe.

"You are going to regret doing that" he shouted. But instead than `pointing his wand to a player, he shooted a lightning against one of the bludgers, that changed his direction to turn against Bole.

"And two points to Nott for creating a crazy bludger" Malfoy congratulated him from the goal posts.

The game was becoming uglier by the moment, it was like a Gryffindor-Slytherin final but without the use of wands. The scoreboard said 215-180 in favour of the youngests.

Harry was flying in circles waiting for the effect of Pucey's charm in his eyes, incapacitating him to see clearly. Potter, seeing what his opponent was trying to do, had counterattacked making the other seeker fall from his broom and crash into the floor.

Nobody helped him, they all knew what they were playing for. Before everything was the pride and reputation and later the rest.

"The snitch" thought Harry, still blind.

Immediately he spread out his arm, making use of his jaguar hearing. The snitch was hovering some centimeters above his head, he extended his hand and with a fast move, caught the snitch, Just in that moment, a bludger, shooted by Derrick hitted him in the shoulder making him lose his equilibrity but without making him fall.

Ginny, angry about the trap that the Death Eater had just done after the end of the game, put out her wand and shot him a spell.

"Incendio!" The robe and broom of the beater started burning, while its owner tried to put out the flames with the wand without any result. Finally he flew to the lake and jumped into the water.

Harry was in his room checking the plan for the next day. He knew that even if he did it perfect, Tom would make him go back to school.

"Damn it! Head boy he had to be!

"Hey Potter, the redhead is calling for you, it seems like you have to write a beautiful letter for the mudblood and the weasel" a voice interrupted his thoughts.

The brunette stood from his bed, resigned to write a letter that would convince their 'friends' of the beauty of Switzerland. definitely, he needed some real holidays.

They had been trying to write the bloody letter for half an hour but none of the two were inspired. Harry saw Draco walking by the door,

"Come on, Drake, help us, do it for me, for your _brother.._.!"

The blond stopped, of course he was going to help them, but first he was making them suffer a little.

"Ok…"

"Yeah! Great! Draco you are the best!"

"Not so fast… First you will have to kiss my feet, then you will admit during dinner time, in front of everyone, that I'm a lot more beautiful and intelligent than you, you will make my homework for a month and…"

"I buy you the moon, i introduce you to The Weird Sisters and I let you kill Dumbledore!"

"Hey that's not a bad idea" The other replied laughing "Give me it…"

Dear Ron and Hermione

Switzerland is genial, even if it's so cold. The moment we arrived, we changed our clothes and went to the ice tracks. You should have seen Ginny skating, it's like seeing Neville in potions hahaha… Well, she says that I'm not a crack either, but what do you want, the Dursleys never took me with them.. How are you?

XOXO

Harry J Potter & Ginny M Weasley

Draco finished the letter, duplicated it and gave it to two owls before any of the two could do anything.

"WHAT DID YOU WRITE ABOUT ME BEING THE SAME AS LONGBOTTOM IN POTIONS? YOU WILL PAY FOR THIS MALFOY!
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**CHAPTER 4**

Harry woke up with the first lights of the ay. Remembering the day it was he stood up in a hurry and got dressed. He dressed with muggle clothes: jeans and a designer T-shirt, he caught his wand and went out of the room to wait for his mates. Draco and Theo were already in the hall and the girls arrived after him. Blaise, as always, arrived in the exact time, not before, not after.

"Well, everybody knows what to do" Harry said, It wasn't a question, it was an affirmation. If anybody had the sightless doubt wouldn't go.

General nods

"Then, let's go. We don't want to make our victim wait, do we?

The six teens disappeared in the most complete of silences.

In London, near the muggle entrance to the ministry, four men moved nervously between the passageways,getting startled with any noise.

"Minister, remember you have a meeting with the aurors at ten o'clock to inform about the behaviour of the young Draco Malfoy and another meeting at four o'clock with the representant of the people of…"

"Yeah, yeah, I know. Please don't stress me more than what I already am. You know perfectly well that at this time in the morning I'm very irascible."

Harry turned to talk to their friends.

"Ginny, Theo, you take charge of the others. Draco…"

"I'm behind you."

"Perfect. Good luck guys. Show once again what you are capable of doing"

Four teens disapparated while two others watched them.

"We'll meet later" Said Blaise to his last friend while he turned into a small grey cat and moved towards an old telephone box, positioning himself in front of the adults without being seen.

Pansy smirked and walked calmly towards a living building, if everything went according to plan, she still had about five minutes, but it was better to be safe than sorry.

Weasley, Nott and Zabini were waiting for the exact moment to attack the bodyguards of the minister: The redhead knew for her own father that Fudge had a something like a muggle transmisor that activated with the sightless cry of its owner, for that reason everything had to be done with absolute discretion.

They didn't have to wait much, the minister walked fast and the bodyguards couldn't keep his pace of their boss. That was the moment.

Three green lights crossed the silent streets, coming from different points and hitting in three different people. The young wizards caught the bodys before they hit the floor and disappeared silently. The fourth man didn't realise anything.

It was Harry's turn. He became visible in front of the eyes of the minister.

"Galloping gargoyles, Harry Potter!"

"The one and only" his face was completely inexpressive, what caused the adult shiver.

"Please, Potter, you are in the spotlight of He-Who-Must-Not-Be-Named and besides we have received information that Draco Malfoy has recently joined the Death Eaters which means that he is very dangerous walking here at this time.

"Your information is wrong. But if you want you can make sure yourself and ask him. He is right behind you."

Cornelius Fudge twirled around. Before him was the image of Death. Pale skin, light eyes with the pupils dilated giving him an aspect of a mad man. Red lips drawing a cruel smile and a black robe wrapping the angelical figure. The minister opened the eyes reflecting in them confusion, bewilderment and above all… fear.

"Desmaius" Harry whispered. He caught the man in his arms and looked at his friends that had collocated his hood again.

"let's go, in less than five minutes all the aurors of the ministry will be here, not minding the muggle police.

"Are you sure we can't ride off someone more?" Malfoy asked making a pout.

"Pansy will make sure that happens. Let's leave"

The blonde didn't have a great job, her part was only saying a simple word, but a simple word would cause panic between the muggles.

"_They are so easy to afraid…" _Pansy thought "_Well….Let's get the number started"_

"Incendio" A flame shoot out from her wand and hit a building. The fire started to burn the wood, creating a greater fire moment by moment.

At that time in the morning everybody would be sleeping and even more because they were on holidays. She looked at the building, the fire had spread out by the two first floors and was getting stronger. With a bit of luck no one would survive.

Hearing sirens far away from her, she smiled and disapparated.

Harry Potter and the rest were paying attention to the man they had in front of him who was sleeping in a chair tied from hands to feet. Seeing that he had no intention to wake up, they went to the dining hall.

After having sumptuous lunch and exchanging some words with Lupin they stood from their seats.

"I had been looking forward to have a little fun" exclaimed Blaise while he put out his wand.

They went over the hallways in a hurry in direction of the dungeons, where their prisoner 'rested'. In a moment they felt like arriving next to their victim and were so lost in thought that they didn't realised that they were running into someone.

"What do we have here! The heros of the day!"

Draco, that was helping Pansy to get up from the floor, smiled after recognising the voice.

"Hi aunt Bella, I thought you were in the continent."

"Hi guys. No, Rodolphus and me finally found the traitor of Karkaroff, we had our revenge and now I'm going to take some well-deserved holidays.

"Why would you do that if all the poor mudbloods were looking forward to seeing you! What a disconsideration Bellatrix, what a disconsideration." Harry laughed.

"You are right, how could have I done something like that? Well then I now of someone who will have to occupy my place" the woman continued the joke.

"Don't count with us, our duties are waiting for us downstairs

"I wasn't thinking in you, I was thinking in… Well it doesn't matter

Suddenly a noise was heard and a parchment fell in the hands of a Death Eater.

"This thing says that to make the most of the fact that you are so eager to make the minister have a horrible time, you will have a surprise exam in the topic of unforgivables. The jury will we my cousin and me. So let's go, it's been a long time since I have seen a good torture session.

"We will get some information out of him, I suppose."

"Exactly, little Weasley, but knowing Dumbledore, who only acts through secret organisations, I doubt he will know something worthy"

The invencibles, Black and Lestrange could be found in one of the darkests and most humid dungeons surrounding an old man, who already woken up, was shivering from head to feet.

"So tell me, minister,· started Zabini remarking the last word "do you have any information worthy of the opportunity to save your life? Or at least for a quick and painless death?

Fudge swallowed and looked with fear to the people in front of him, who were wearing hoods, but didn't answer.

"If you don't tell us anything by the good ways, it will be by the bad ones…"

"I will never tell you anything, you bloody Death Eaters!"

"Never say never, my dear minister" Pansy started to rise her wand "Imperio"

The wizard didn't get to resist the curse.

"Does Dumbledore know the identity of the traitor?"

"No, Dumbledore knows of the existence of a spy in his ranks but he doesn't know who it is. I think he suspects of Snape."

The hooded people laughed.

"So...Snape, eh? I see. And what can you tell me about the so called invincibles? Is their identity or location known? Harry intervened.

The man shivered after hearing that name.

"Nobody knows them, nobody who has seen them, has survived. They are demons from hell sent by You-Know-Who to cause our destroying."

Black and Lestrange grinned.

"There are experts that consider them a new augury of death…"

"And you believe in those theories?"

A rotund yes was the answer.

"Then, sir, consider yourself dead" the blonde said, finishing with the curse.

Fudge opened his eyes surprised.

Ginny, Draco and Theo took a step forward with their wands raised. Bellatrix got closer too, as their teacher of unforgivables had to evaluate her students.

"Where does a cruciatus hurt more, dear nephew?"

Malfoy answered with a red lightning in the center of the heart. The man twisted in the floor, screaming in pain and crying like a little boy.

"Good. Let's go to the next one. If you want to paralyze your victim while you are torturing him, where do you hit him?"

This time was the redhead who answered. The cruciatus hit the wizard in a place situated a bit lower than the breastbone. Fudge didn't move, didn't scream, he only put his eyes blanc while tears fell from his face.

"Leave him unconscious"

The old man, who was gasping in the floor, raised his head, imploring for a mercy that he wouldn't receive.

"Crucio"

The minister screamed only once and fainted. Harry got closer, about to finish with him, but a voice interrupted him.

"Leave him, Potter. Tomorrow. The orders are orders and not even you can disobey them."

In a private room were found six seventeen years old teenagers talking animatedly. they were waiting for the arrival of the night edition of The Prophet where it would be explained the new of the kidnapping. But the newspaper didn't arrive and they were becoming impatient.

The room was decorated in an informal way, with poster of quidditch teams and famous singers. A picture of all of them occupied the right wall of the room, in what seemed like the study zone. The teens were posing for the camera. harry and Draco were pretending to be kissing, Ginny and Pansy were laughing in the floor and the other two boys were trying to separate them between laughs.

in the free places of the walls were written some sentences like: the end justifies the means, nothing's like it seems. One was in a special place, over the fireplace: Born to fight, trained to kill.

An owl arrived in that moment to the closed window. Nott was the first to react and stand up. he run towards the bird and got the newspaper from it, he threw some coins and returned to the couch where his friends were waiting for him impatiently.

_THE MINISTER OF MAGIC HAS BEEN KIDNAPPED._

_This very morning Cornelius Fudge, actual minister of magic of our country has been kidnapped by the forces of he-who-must-not-be-named. The bodyguards of the minister were found dead at the muggle entrance of the ministry. a hundred muggles have also been dead because of a fire provoked by one of the Death Eaters._

_The kidnappers have not made contact with the aurors yet and we are ignorant of their intentions. The wizarding world is in panic because of this new attack. Our only chance to finish with all this is now Harry Potter. Hope Merlin prays for him and for all of us._

_Tara McKinnon, the prophet, London_

"If you are the key to the salvation of the muggles and mudbloods I don't want to think about who could be their perdition" Weasley laughed after having read the article.

Potter smirked "I'm going to bed"

The brunette stood up and moved towards one of the doors of the room. The rest followed him soon, everyone was exhausted.

When Harry woke up, he saw that his friends were still asleep. he went out of the room in the most silent way he could and went downstairs to have breakfast.

"Potter!"

The green eyed boy turned and looked behind him. Lucius Malfoy was approaching him with a face that showed anger.

"I hope you have a good excuse to haven't gone to class yesterday. You and all your friends."

"The Lord gave us permission to be absent"

"The Lord gave you permission for a day, not two Harry." He corrected

The brunette looked at him in confusion. His 'stepfather' comprehended.

"All day sleeping?"

Harry nodded.

"What doesn't happen to you…. For this time it's ok, but next time you better set an alarm" the adult said, ruffling his hair showing care. "And tell me, what are you doing now? Because it's clear that today you won't go to class either, as it is already lunch time."

"I have something to do with Fudge, do you want me to tell him something from you?"

"No, yesterday I paid hima visit. He isn't in a good shape per se…" Potter laughed and Malfoy laughed with him. "Let's wake my son and the rest"
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**CHAPTER 5**

Harry spent the afternoon with his friends, no one felt like throwing curses the day before christmas so they spent it throwing snowballs to each other, where the girls won, and ice figures contests, where Harry won with a representation of the basilisk of the chamber of secrets.

Tired because of the exercise Potter entered the manor sweating and with the cheeks red. On his way he encountered a girl that was looking at him intently.

Used to people staring at him, he ignored the girl, but something attracted his attention. He has been in the academy since always and knew all the students, but he hadn't seen that girl in his life.

"Do you want something?" he asked coldly

"No" the girl, that had big grey eyes and long black hair, was still looking at him.

"Hey, beautiful, if you think I'm that interesting I can sign you a photo."

The unknown girl laughed.

"You wish, Potter"

Harry gave her a superiority smirk and was about to continue his way when the girl interrupted him.

"I'm new"

"A bit old, aren't you?" the other answered, without turning

"You see" Harry turned and observed the girl much more calmly: extremely pale skin, the already mentioned grey cold eyes, good-shaped red eyes, perfect body… She reminded him of someone but he didn't know whom.

"I come from Durmstrang" she said finally "I've been expelled"

"Durmstrang is a school of dark arts, what have you done to get yourself expelled? Something good?" Harry said with cynicism, bored about the conversation

"Kill"

A simple word made the green eyed boy recuperate the interest. He raised an eyebrow.

"I didn't share opinions with a classmate…"

"So you killed him"

"Any problem?" the unknown girl replied without stopping smiling.

"Nothing. Are you going to tell me once and for all who you are?"

"You will have to wait, Potter" and with that she turned and disappeared by one of the many hallways.

Harry thought about the girl that had just left him in the lurch. He would have to suggest Padfoot and Moony to make a new marauder's map, but this time from the manor.

He went to his bedroom where Draco and Pansy laughed in one of the beds and changed his clothes. There were still some matters to treat with Fudge.

When he left the room he run into Zabini.

"Harry! Let's pay a visit to the minister… please… I'm bored…" Blaise said with a puppy face.

"Actually, I was going there"

"Really? Then wait a moment that I'm going to take a camera. I want to keep the face the minister makes when he knows how the real harry Potter is"

"Crucio!"

Cornelius Fudge, ex minister of magic, now only a man that was fighting to survive, twisted in pain on the floor. He tightened his jaw hard to stop the cries that were forming in his throat going out.

The slytherin stopped the curse and the wizard gasped.

"For Merlin, have mercy!"

"Crucio"

The adult screamed

"I AM NOT MERCYFUL" Blaise answered, angry at the fact that someone could think that of him. Actually, he was having a great time, he was just faking the bad mood to scare his victim even more, if that was possible.

Harry laughed in a corner, covered by a black cloak that hid his face. he was looking forward to tell that man he really wasn't who everyone thought, he was eager to laugh in his face because of the false hopes he had on him, he wished… to kill

"My turn" he said, standing up from the chair where he was sitting just a moment ago.

"Don't bug me, mate! One last curse ok?" Potter sent him a glare that would intimidate the very Voldemort. "no? Well, ok… but just because it is you, eh? If that wasn't the case…" Blaise kicked the minister in the stomach and put out the camera

"Stand up" the man obeyed "I want you to see the face of the one who is going to be your executioner" the man shivered after hearing the last words.

Harry put out the cloak he was wearing, letting the minister see him.

"YOU! tHIS IS IMPOSSIBLE! THIS IS A SICK JOKE! hARRY POTTER CAN NOT BE A DEATH EATER!" he cried hysterical. A click was heard and then a voice saying:

"What a laugh I'm going to have when I develop these!"

"Of course not" Harry interrupted. The wizard sighed, relieved. "I'm an invencible"

"No, this can't be true..." Fudge whined

"Goodbye, minister. If you go to hell... say hi to Satan from me" Fudge was going backwards, trying to avoid the inevitable death.

"Avada kedabra" A green light shoot from Harry's wand and hit the chest of the minister. "Merry christmas, minister

Harry opened his eyes, still exhausted. When he did it, he jumped. Draco malfoy could be found only two hand spans from his face, smiling.

"Merry christmas!" the blond shouted, excited.

The brunette got out of bed with his hands still over his ears because of the shout of his friend and looked at the end of his bed where the presents were stacked.

"Hey, look! This is for everyone, and it's signed by Voldemort" Blaise said suddenly. The rest surrounded his friend, that was holding a rectangular package.

"I bet it is a book…"

Several pairs of hands started to unwrap the present. When they finished they fell very quiet, looking at each other, not knowing what to think. His present consisted in nothing more and nothing less than that morning's newspaper.

"I knew he was an idiot, but I ignored that he was also crazy" Harry said disillusioned, he was still angry because of the other day's fight.

Pansy, that had started reading the Prophet started laughing. He took the newspaper from Zabini and put the first page in a way that everyone could read the great headline.:

CORNELIUS FUDGE FOUND DEAD IN DIAGON ALLEY

And as a subtitle: "Biter christmas in the wizarding world"

"Not for me" Theo replied with a smile while he hugged Ginny.

Harry finished unwrapping his presents: The ones from Ron and Hermione with the additional Weasley package, he throwed directly to the fire, without caring what was inside.

"Whats is the matter, split-face? Don't you want to know what marvelous presents have your dear friends sent you?" Malfoy asked with irony while he hugged his friend to prevent him from getting angry.

"Look, jumping ferret, if you think I, Harry Potter, am going to humble myself to thank those two about something you are crazier that I thought. Pansy's hairspray must have done something to your head… Oh! And don't get me started wit mommy Weasley" He looked out of the corner of his eye to Ginny, who encouraged him to continue without an ounce of feeling towards her the mention of her family" who makes beautiful sweaters with the fabric of the curtains."

"Oh, Draco!" How could you left me for Potter?" Pansy said, pretending she was crying, acting between the two friends, that even though they were arguing, were still hugging each other.

"Shut up, you don't have any idea. My best friend has stolen the love of my life, I will never get over it" Blaise interrupted with crocodile tears in his face.

The two friends separated.

"Don't worry guys, here there is man for everyone."

In the meantime, Ginny was making a small fire by her bed with all the presents his parents and brothers had sent her. Each day that passed, she hated them more. The redhead couldn't understand why she hadn't changed sides before, because she had found in the death eaters her true family.

They went downstairs to have breakfast smiling; in the hallways could be heard popular Death Eaters' songs merged with the typical christmas carols. The atmosphere was friendly and funny.

And to conclude the day with joys, every person the crossed with stopped to congratulate them. Even Voldemort pronounced a toast for them in the dining hall.

"Draco Malfoy, Harry Potter, Pansy Parkinson, Theodore Nott, Ginny Weasley and Blaise Zabini, stand up."

The six of them stood up with a majestic bearing.

"As a reward for your work you have the freedom to destroy whatever you want, except Hogwarts" he said, looking at Harry, who answered with a glance of superiority "... before you go back to school. You can choose the how, the when, the where and as you can understand, the why doesn't interest me much" and talking to the rest of the hall, that didn't loose any detail of what was happening, he added "Do you think this is a fair present, my death Eaters?"

The rest of the people nodded, smiling. But better thought, who would tell no to the Lord?. Murmurs could be heard through all the hall, everyone asking the same: What would the invencibles do with their carte blanche?

"Going to another matter, Severus snape will be the one in charge of the coordination of the next attack to Hogsmeade. Who will inform him?"

Lupin and Malfoy stood up at the same time.

"Lucius, I need you and Narcissa for another thing. Remus, you will informs him"

Both men bowed their head and came back to their seats. Sirius didn't want to waste the opportunity to trip the ex Slytherin but Voldemort, with a single glance, stopped the animagus.

Potter, that had seen all, looked at the lycanthrope with empathy, understanding perfectly well that it wasn't easy to control someone like Sirius, who had lost all his youth in Azkaban. Lupin shrugged as if saying: If he stopped being childish he wouldn't be Sirius Black.

During the last years the two marauders, Malfoy and Snape had gotten over their enmity leaving it to a 'minimal' rivality.

Narcissa Malfoy and Harry Potter were the ones who were most glad about the change, since the woman didn't put up with his husband fighting with his cousin and the ttenager didn't thought it was right for his godfather to treat Malfoy so bad when he had taken him in when he was a child.

The rest of the week passed with the invencibles whispering in the hallways to organise their attacks. The older students were left in charge of the academy because all the Death Eaters had abandoned it temporarily to dedicate to their own business. Remus had already gone back to Hogwarts with the excuse of preparing his lessons, but everyone knew it was to inform Snape with enough time to plan the attack well.

Between one and another thing, new year's eve came without any mishap. Voldemort made all his followers come back to Riddle Manor to celebrate the day with their families.

The dar order was reunited in the entrance hall to welcome the new year. The chimes started: 1, 2, 3...6,7,...11,12. At the exact moment the last one was sounding the invencibles put out their wands and summoned six illusions of different monuments and big buildings: The White house in Washington, The Big Ben in London, the Eiffel Tower in Paris… The Death Eaters fell silent seeing the images.

BUUUM!

In the last second of the year six representative monuments from all over the world burst in ten thousand pieces.

Voldemort was the first to react "WOW, I wasn't expecting this"

Harry smiled and his eyes met with the lord's.

The hall didn't take much time to start laughing, clapping and congratulating, things the accompanied them until they disappeared from the room.

The most important Death Eaters with the invencibles followed their Lord to the only room in the manor that had muggle devices, such as Tvs and computers.

Several screens turned on with their arrival, showing hair-raising situations of each of the attacked news jumped from one city to another, the muggles run from one place to another shouting, crying…. trying to understand what had just happened. The distressing images of death, pain and fear made the ones in the room smirk.

"Bellatrix, I must recognise they have surpassed you" Rabastan Lestrange said

"Surpassed me?" the woman replied "They are gods"

"Give me your wands. it will be better to get rid of all trace of the spells you have used" Avery interrupted

The teenagers didn't argue with him. The fact that an enchantment like that was found in their wands would threaten them with taking them to Azkaban for a long time.

Two days after, Draco Malfoy approached one of his friends smiling.

"Hold on, ok? When you can't bear this anymore remember than in some months you will be owner of the world"

"Yeah…" Harry answered with apathy.

"Guys, be ready, you are going in five minutes" someone said.

Malfoy changed his kind face for one of superiority and wiped out all trace of emotion. On the other hand, Potter's face sweetened with innocence.

"Drake, do you know the latest news? Susan Bones and Justin Finch-Fletchley are dating" Pansy said with a piercing voice, completely different that her normal one. "One of these days I will have a hoarse voice" she continued, this time with a normal voice

Zabini smiled at her ina false way. "But what are you saying, my dear, your voice is like an angel's"

"STOP SAYING STUPIDITIES, I HAVE ENOUGH HEARING YOU AT THE SCHOOL. DO ME A FAVOUR AND MAKE THE MOST OF THE TIME WE HAVE LEFT AS NORMAL PEOPLE" Theo interrupted angrily.

"Amen!"

harry laughed and Draco looked at him smiling, they had make their friend happy.

"Guys get ready. The portkey goes in a minute." Said the same death eater than before giving a book to Ginny. "Potter, the Lord wants you to read it before easter. The rest of you better go to your houses, your parents are waiting for you to take you to the platform."

The brunette and the redhead took the book a bit sad, they didn't like to go back to go back to their other life.

"Come on, cheer up. Have these holidays been the best of your life or not?"

They couldn't answer because the portkey activated in that moment.


End file.
